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edge of the esplanade, under the trees, the statues which have been 
gathered from the woods to be taken to the warehouse (or perhaps to be 
broken up) lean against one another like bloodless giants. 

At last the rain stops, and we can work. The cardinal has closed his 
eyes to concentrate on the bird’s song. Guido is annoyed. He turns around 
in his chair. An enormous woman, her clothes slightly disarrayed because 
of the heat, her thick legs bare and her feet in slippers, comes panting 
down the hill between the two walls. Guido follows her with his eyes, 
fascinated. 

At six o’clock it is too dark to finish. The demolition of the platform 
and walls will be postponed for a few days so that we can come back one 
afternoon next week to finish the sequence. Then they too will vanish. 
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